EASTER,

— - —

oo darknem floes; from sastwar. streami
A softencd ray of golden light,

Like aharp slged aworda the morning beams
Beat back the forces of the night,

Unitdl across the arching skl

Mo shadow of the midnight lies,

The Uly's ahapely cup unfolds,
The petals as atrong wings ontapread,
. And ke a toar the center holds
A dawdrop that the night haa shod;
Dut, na all toars on Knster day,
The drop reflecta the dawn's bright ray.

The northbound flocks of song hirds rest
A moment (i their gontle Right,
With carols joyful, unreprossed,
They wreot the dawi of golden lighty
And ore ngain on wing they start
The song Ands echo In man’s heart,

Prom deathlike slesp the world awakes
And throws aside stern winter's ehalnsg
Prom slavery all Nature broaks
To groot Lo Day of Spring which relgne,
And Death's dark gnios are opened wide
By the eternal Kastertide.
Fravm, Scorr Minms
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LITTLE man and
a  little woman
were talking in
low tones one
Easter ave In the
darkened sitting
room of a house

stubby beard grew around the l
his face and under the edge of his chin
the ears, of course, but wus
them by another
nge of hair, which
back of his head. The
waa bald and shining.

s short and slender and
perwon and dress. Her face
her brother's; her
was parted careful
wn‘..mth forohoad
a coll low in her
on an graspin, Jot," the

gl o o oo
uan pa a-lyin
I theparion 1dca's n | Soaio"
him anything nloe naow, I'm
"hm hin'n, and he airned I8 by
ﬁ: Dot, doa't take on so. Can't
h.ll seinlble ‘thout cryin, | wonder?
knowed pa well enough. He wouldn't
o' no sech wlI&u you seem to
We'll come o poor'us yet if
Pt e ot s e
bor ayos fiashing. 1 ain's afeered o that,
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WOuId DAve LDeen COMIclE 1T 1L LI oL Devl
pathetic,. They tnlked together casually
of course, but neither wouldl show a par
ticle of Interested foeling townrd the other,

On the Saturday before Easter Hirum
drove up to the Trynn property with a
tiny passenger—n little girl six years old,
There was a tag attached to her person
which hnd written on I, “Mr. Jueah
Trynn,” and the proper address,

“Now, sit right still," he said kindly to
the little creature, as he reinsd in his
horses, Then he got down and walked up
the path to the old Trynn house. Jot was
away, for it was not quite 8, nod Dot, honr
ing the knock at her brother's door, put
her head out of her own,

“What now, Hiram?" she nsked. “Whn
on alrth hev you thare”

“The nlcest leetle prekage you ever see, *
he replied. “It's directed o your father
an naterally | come to the old door, forgi
tin that you wa'n't thar, | reckon you sl
| the one to see to the lectle thing She
come nll the wuy from Colorayilp, nn she
says her nnme In Mabel Tryun.  Her pa's
deml.”

He turned nwny wo get the child, and

fwire, ’bl‘: this they let wlone, In a frw!
weeks' time overybody was surprised hy
the announcement that the Trynns hwl
notified their tenants in the other houss
%o vacate, No one could find out defl.
nitely at firt what reason they had for
giving up that much of thelr income. Jot
worked In the drum shops, Fairway's one
industry aside from farming, and Dot
sewed drum strnpa st home. They had a
fine garden, which furnished their table
and left something to sell besides, so they
ot along comfortably and could Iy nside
ml’f-w for thelr declining .f“"'

the village was electrified by
the newn that Dot was going to live in the |
other house, The trouble began with the !
different winhioa nhout the father's funeral, |
Neither brother nor sister could let the |
subject alone, and the more words they
bad the more the trouble grow. At last
matters chme to n orisia,

“'Pears like you don't want | should
stay with you an r, Jot,” said hin
slster nftor some d one day.

“I don’t know's [ care,” he replied. “Ef
I've got to be hectored abaout all the rest of

a protty life 1'1 lend." ;l flu al : o )
-z " Jot ttered nbout sorrowfully awl yot
dectired wyon Jour fuult as mine,” she | sy pyily, it must beduck's el she

"»'tll‘k‘l

whinpered with tenrs In her eyes
leetle yirl.”

“Jent 50," maid Jot: “I'll tell the Blakess “Here nhe 0" shouted Hiram in the

' ' front doorway, snd Dot wiped her cyes
Shey -I-l bev 4o kit out, an one o' us kin “", with her clean white npron and went for

wand with outstretched nrms,

“You dear,”" she wald, and Kissed the
child again and agnin, tanking her in her
lap and crying over her ut intervals while
| removing her weaps, “What's this?"’ she
ankod when she found an envelope pinne!
securely In the Inner pocket of the child's
light cloak. l

t

t “Papa's letter,” sald the little one,
went In ‘.:' E‘::rh.h;d m.l't““ mi told how he was 111 nnd could not get well:
exactly like :h. other u:’:nl ﬂ'u'.;thl [ how he hnd not strength to bring bis child
was “the other way around. i It was lﬂ to the old home und the futher he supposed

same | wan still lving, nmid desceibed in & few
and yet not the mame, and she felt words the various kinds of business in

no more. P'raps we kin git on better nopn
ate,"

“I'll' go into the other haouse,” nﬂmﬂ'
Dot timidly. She felt very sorry she had |
un the suhject of aseparntion. Sodid he, |

rt, but nelther would say so. “You'd
mever be able to get it clean, an I've had
my hands Iinto nll sech work, you know," |

“Joxst an you like." was Jot's laconic ro-

sorry she had offered to be the oneto move. which be had on
gnged wince they heard
Ctngs Dot hor Swrry tn her part of the| goon bim last. He bk lost. his wie, who

was an orpban with no nenr relutives, not
long before the date of the letter. He
wrote of what little property he had n
vested for the child, nml how he hal seen
to all the detalls of its settlement by some
one who would forwamnl ?ruper papers, and
closed with u sadd farewell,

Eanch seomod to strive In little
to the other during their

di
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m'-?&uJTMmdhma Hirnm met Jot ax be drove up the village
shrect.

'ﬂ:?oh.m the lttle man grew uneasy, | ] DFung you an exprews puckuge for
Her wish came true st night when he was| Eaxter Jest now, Jot," he said, stopping
buxy about the house, “Mean—man,” | his horses, 1 left it dnown to your hnouse,
" he heard very disti Your sister she took it,"" nmud erncking his
stopped the clock and whip Hiram drove on, leaving Jot standing

ever to keep it uselons, in the roml,
they had been “Wal, | vam!" he said nloud, *“Wonder

hee ot:nud a week| '

t into the other we while Jos | what it in,” nnd off he started again. “Thar
work, Each had always made | bain't noone s ] know of to send me an
ving the buck door key under | Easter package.” he soliloquized. *“He
ench back doorstep, “in | sayx Dot took it. Why on airth didn't he

in," they said. She | leave It to my huouse? He knows where
'ore, but she did now, | the key nllers Is ns well as [ do. Jest as
likely as not Dot took the wrappers off to
see what it ia. Women s so curus,”

Renching besue he entered his own door

frst.

“Nothhs here,” |y ejnculated, after
glancing harriedly wrontdd. 1 didn't think
she'l koep it Gosb, #hat's that?' as the
sound of clxar, childlsh lwaghter was heard

e s wghd rase B it il TRIL | Tdtiens Giwew
got company. | b'lieve I'll nee who it s
afore | go in."

When the change of homes had been
madde, in the process of a general cleaning,
Dot hivd removed the covering from a dis
user stovepipe hole between the two houses
and it had not been replaced. Perhaps she
had thought It would not be so lonesome
if she some’ means of communication
between the two sitting rooms. Jot now
placed a chalr under the hole and climbed
up. As the cellings were low he could
easily see through into the next room.

Yes, Dot Lhad company, but only un;
little girl. “Who In Sam Hill is thae?
sald he. (“Sam HI" was one of the
strongest cjaculstions Jot ever used.) *l
pever see i young 'un arnound these parts

Lty as M.p;\'hmda“’r wll:::ahm (M

wdtll: a utes to
or hear If she were anywhere near, he
clambered stiffly down.

“I'd better go an git my package, as long
o it Oe‘ly that gal she's got fur
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didn’t you let him leave it in my haouse!”’
with mslight emphasis on the possessive

ttle girl, off from ber aunt's

looking at with ber great,

“Oh."” she nald suddenly, “that's my Un-
cle Jot! My pupa te me about him,
What's the matter wiv your hend " she
anked in the next lnstant.  “Aln't you got
any balr?" shaking her own sunny curls,

“Who on airth In she!* anked Jot, turn
Ing n bewildersd face toward his sister.

“That'sthe express package you're lookin
fur, and her name Is Mabel Trynn.  HRend

that, It was pinned inslde her coat,”
bandi him the letter “She's Juck's
child. Poor Jack!™

“Poor Jack!" Jot repented when he hml
finishod, wiping away a few tears. 'Wal,
little gal, 1 don't know as | kin take vory

189>

IN IT ATONE.

Now We Cut Profits in Two

Having purchased the interest of Mr. Sanderson in the

good keor of you, hut I'll tey fur Jack’s |
-h'.li |

“Why, good land, Joshua Trynn!" ex- |
eInlmw{ En: “you don't think o' takin |
her in tother hnouse, do you? You know

very well i-nu onn't take keer of a little |
wirl like that”
“Wal," said her brother slowly, “seein |

as I'm Jacob Teynn”—his middle aame
wan Jdncob- “the leetle gal b'longs to me,* |
“Haow air you goin to take r keer |
o' her when you're away all day, I'd like to |
know?" Dot asked trinmphantly, |
“Wal, mebbe you hwd hetter keep her a
spell, * wall Jot lowly, “and then p'r'aps |
kin hev her nwhile when work glts slack."
Summer came with all its lovell ness, and |
Mabel, who wns not particularly stroug
when she wrrived, grow the pleture of
glowing health. She was ont of doors al- |
most nll day long, but every evening she |
went (n for a romp with her Uncle Jot, |

Finnlly the shop was closed to repair some |

muchinery. Then Jot demnnded the ehild

for awhile. Bhe staid with him willingly |
enough untll bedtime. Then she made |
such an outery thut after trylng in vain to
pacify her he enrrfed her In to his sister
saying, "She'd better stay with you nights, |
but she must eat all her meals with me.”
Amd Dot, who had long ago resolved that
come what might she wonld never differ
from her brother again, did not object.

But the baby grew i1l Dot was awak-
ened one night by her moaning, She soon
aroused her brother, and he hurried off for
a doctor. Mabel's (llneas was a short ona
and not ut all dangerous, but during it
neither brother nor sister left her except
when necessary. While they were watch-
ing one night—the night she was the worst

ot nald suddenly:

“l do think, Dot, ef Mabel gits well, as
haow we'd orter” —

“Jest what [ was a-thinkin, We'd bed
tar give up this here livin alone an'" =

“Haow dia you Xnow that wus wnne i
was a-goln to say "’ Interrupted her brother.

“Whal, 1 n'ploioned you was gittin ruther
tired o' livin alone, sn 1 know right well 1
am. Then thar's Mabel,. We both want
her; un besides, I don't know's we've got
much time to apend in bickerin. We're
both gittin along in years,”

“Yen,"” ndded Jot, “thar's no sense In
fivin in both these hmouses when vwo kin
live jist as well in one, with room enough
An Lo spare, an the rent from this one we
kin lay by fur Mabel if she gits well.
Please God she will!"

The child wus better when morning
cume, and an soon as she could be moved
she wan carried into the next house, as
was all the furniture ber aunt had been
using. In a few days a placard *To Let”
appenred o a window of the dismuntled |

house, st the village loungers had some-
thing more to talk about. 1
“That nir leetle gal | brung them
Twins was a right proper Easter gift, fer
Emund good will eame with her," said
irmm when he heard of the reconcilintion,
On the first day Mabel was well enough
to play about the house she stood before |
the old clock, which was still silent, i
“Why don't it go?" she asked suddenly, |
“I stopped it.” sald her uncle, a little ;
shamefncodly. |
“What fur, Jot?" asked Dot |

*“Oh, wal, it—it bothered me,” he replied. |
“I orter ha' let you hev it, Dot. | couldn's
a-bear to hear it,”

“Never mind,” she said softly: *‘we kin
bear it nnow."

“Oh, yes, Uncle Jot, make it go,” cried |
the child, |
He did so, and she stood delightedly lis-
tening to it at intervals in her play, 1|
know what it says," she called out after a

while; “‘your nuines.”

They listened, Sure enough, they heard
it plainly, “Dot—Jot,” “Dot—Jot,” and
Imted hnm}ll{ut. each other over the head
of the child w
for them.

“We'll all keep together naow,"” said Jot
alowly: “‘you an me and Mabel an the old |
¢lock, There shan't nothin separate us
any more."”

And it was so,

ANNIE IsADEL WrILLIA

o had interpreted its sounds

A Rondeau of Easter,

At Easter time | feel the thrill
Responsive to a bounet bill,

Which cometh In unasked, unsought--

The aftermath of bonnets bought,
And other things which lightly all
The wish of woman, and her will
To keep It up until—until

I rip and swear, because I'm caught

At Enster time.

The holy rest, the gladsome still,
Which gontly as a purling rill

Bhould soothe my soul and calm my

thought,

Are bnsted as they hadn't ought

To be by this same bonnet bill
Al Esater time.
WiLL J. Lanrros,

Not a Competent Judge.

] -

Mre. Winterbloom—Didn't yon think
Miss Plukerloy’s Easter solo a remarkably
fine effort?

Mra. Van Wicker—Posaibly so, but | am
afraid 1 didn't utpuclnu it. You nee |
live next door to her and have heard her
praotice on it for the past month.

He Wanted to Know,
Bhe (after the Kaster service)—Did you
sse me In the choir this morning?
!l-—w.lll{. no. | wondered who was
making all that noise.

“(0URIER'

late hrm of Parker & Sanderson, which ended with the old
year, I have decided to offer

SPECIAL BARGAINS
in all lines of goods for the next Thirty days.
Ladies will do well to look up our bargains in Fine

Street Wear and Party Goods. Remember the old reliable
at the old stand.

BARR PARKER.

1ooa O STREET.,

G. A. RAYMER &CO.

COAL

CANON, DUQUOIN, 10W
ROCK SPRINGS, ACKSON, COLO
PERFECTION, ICKORY BLGCK, NEWCA

BEST GRADE OF HARD COAL.
Telephone 390. Office 1134 O Street,

EXPERTS CLAIM THEY ARE THE BEST

“THE RAMBLER"_LIADS THEN AL

WicmiTA, Kan , Feb, 18, 1802, During last fall and this winter I exam
ined into the construction and pﬂmﬁfu of the different makes of wheela
with the intention of buying one, and as I am somewhat la e, welghin,
20 poundn the mcehanical structure, materinl and stren of avhn‘
has beon @ nerlen of features whioh 1 have regarded carefully. The result
of my Investigation Is llmpl',v this: I have found so many superior points
in the mechanical conseruetion of the Rambler (aslde irom itk superior
beauty, arrangement of wheels and the s anper of making l’rume:‘l’;at 1
am rul'limmflnenl that It In the very best wheel on the market, and the
only make I desire (o trust under my welght. I back 1his statement up
pincing my order with yon for n No | Inflated Tire Ramblor: desiring
this tire in some i, over the pnuematic; but think the ppusmatio
the best in the class made, T am, yours very truly, Wx.J. Hurcming

E. R. GUTHRIE,

“(0URIER" _PREMIUNS|
READ!
3-Three Great Premiums-3

A NEW
lllustrated Set

The Road to
Henlth

IS FINE CLOTH VOLUMES,

At the Price of Paper Covers!!

HIS handsome set of books ls printed on fine r from clear
electrotype g:umdﬁnely illustrated. The is executed
nd the Iathn?:tmm - Illdl‘l.lbﬂlllﬂll manner. The binders’
cloth 1s used and gold, from A
C%nﬂnblnhmhnbnﬂythnoﬂndthm His teem witk. shafts
of sparkling wit, touches of pathos, thrusts of satire; his characters and real
m.:lﬂl g:fhnud “f&:mﬁ.m&’&'%miw owna Mh.:nd
e are ln » o
of his incom thhwdnhwmdml
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AJLIVEK L WisT,
MarriN CHUZZLEWIT,
TarLk oF Two Civizs,
REPRINTED PIECES,
Pickwick PaPers,
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AMERICA« AL By
Our MutuaL FRIEND,

Harp TimEs,
Breaxk House,

LOMBEY & BuN,
CHRISTMAS STORIES,
Nicnoras NICKLEBY,
LirTLe DoORRIT,

Davip COPPERFIELD, BARNARY Rum"l‘
OLp CuniosiTy SHo?, GREAT EXPECTATIONS, UNcOMMERCIAL TRAVRLER,
SKXTCHES 1Y Boz, MvysTERY OF EDWIN DRooD, CHiLD's HisToRY OF ENGLAND

This set set of hooks Is worthy a place In every home. The handsome dressing of
this edition will place them in the best libraries in the land while

OUR REMARKABLE OFFER

Insures a set going to those of the most limited means.

This set and The Courier 1 year $5.00

We also offer the following in exactly the same bindings:
Thackerny’s Complete Works in ten volumee and COURIER one year $4 25,
Eliot's 1] o “ “w “ " " $3_’s_
Address il orders to
L. WESSEL, JR,, Publisher.
Phons FTN L’-‘“I.' Neb,




